"But why did he send you? This is only an ordinary    283
letter," said the puzzled minister.
JsTo one knew till later that it was an effort to save the
man's life and outwit fate. A third adjutant died from
typhus, so the premonition came true in every detail.
Always bold, always calm and apparently untroubled,
never in a hurry, he did everything quickly. He was
patient with others, forgiving to his enemies, skillful in
reconciling differences of opinion—between individuals,
parties, nations. He honored efforts of will, sense of duty
and of sacrifice, justice, a high sense of honor. He be-
lieved first of all in man's moral strength which enabled
him to conquer the most difficult obstacles. Wise, good,
clever, he was never swerved from his one goal by revolu-
tionary talk or calumnies against his character or threats
against his life.
He had devoted friends and admirers, and also de-
voted enemies. People were supremely loyal to him, or
hated him violently, they were never indifferent. But as
the years went on, the devoted admirers greatly outnum-
bered the enemies. Seldom has a public man in any coun-
try been so universally loved during his lifetime. The love
and adoration of the Strzelec had spread to the Legions
and then to all Poland.
He loved nature and would sit for hours, looking at
the trees, at flowers, at a lake or river. He often talked to
callers about flowers, drawing their attention to some
near Mm and comparing this Polish variety of hortensja
(something like the hydrangea) with one he had seen in
Madeira which had a remarkable perfume. He had a spe-
cial seat under one of the great trees in the Belvedere
park; or he tramped up and down under a long line of
trees, stopping at the end and leaning both elbows on the
railing there, gazing into space and meditating.
People called him a fire-eater because he loved Ms
soldiers and was happy with them. No other commander
in the World War was so loved by Ms officers and Ms

